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THE OLD MERRY-GO-ROUND 



THE other day I went to the Prater, 
and after I had wandered long 
enough through those beautiful 
avenues in which the elegant world meets, 
and smiles false smiles, and speaks lying 
words, I became tired of all this sophistry 
arid all this artificiality, and through beau- 
tiful green meadows I wander.ed away to 
that other part of the Prater which belongs 
to the common people, and where the poor 
man finds his Sunday pleasure. It was hot 
there, and dusty, and noisy, and the shrill 
music of innumerable organs mingled with 
the shrill voices and the shriller laughter 
of the crowd, and yet it was beautiful in 
its way, and touching, and I lingered here 
and there and admired how these poor 
people understand to squeeze a little joy 
out of the bitter fruit of life. And at last 
i cariae to thie merry-go-rounds, and to the 
famous merry-go-round of Calafatti. Cal- 
afatti's is ttie oldest merry-go-round in the 
Prater, and when you come to think of it, 
it looks rather shabby. The gilt of the 
chariots is badly faded, and the velvet of 
the seats is threadbare with age. Even 
the music of this merry-go-round has a 
weak and pitiful sound, and plays melo- 
dies which pur grandfathers and great- 
grandfathers have already heard, and more 
than once it happens that the worn-out 
organ stops just in the middle of an old 
song, and the poor melodies end in a few 
creaking and disharmpnious sounds. And 
yet the crowds are standing densely pack- 
ed just before this merry-go-round, and 
ask for one ride and one more, until the 
night cPmes when all have tp turn and go 
home. Every new year brings new and 
gorgeous merry-go-rounds to the Prater. 
There are the living horses, and the air- 
ships; there are the automobiles and the 



silver yachts; yet the people pay scant 
attention to them. On the first Sunday or 
on the second, these new merry-go-rounds 
are visited, but later they all return to 
Calafatti and their true pleasure they find 
only there. 

Foolish, foolish people I thought, and 
yet — -are we not all as foolish as they? In 
the moments when we try to squeeze a lit- 
tle joy out of the bitter fruit of life, do we 
not flock likewise to the oldest merry-go- 
round in the world, tp the Merry-go-round 
of Love? When we come to think of it this 
old merry-go-round looks rather shabby. 
The gilt of the chariots is badly faded, and 
the velvet of the seats is threadbare with 
age. Even the music is weak and pitiful 
enough, and we hear just the same melo- 
dies to which our grandfathers and great- 
grandfathers listened, and oh, how often 
does it happen that just in the middle of a 
sentimental song the organ stops, and all 
ends in a few creaking, disharmonious, 
heart-rending sounds! And yet we stand 
before this one merry-go-round and beg 
for Pne ride, and fpr one more, and for 
another one, until the night comes when 
we have to turn and wander away. And 
though science comes, and art, and prog- 
ress, and off"er us the most gorgeous and 
the most modern merry-go-rounds, where 
we can have all the rides we may want, we 
do not enjoy those new and grandiose in- 
ventions over much. Once or twice we may 
try the one or the other of these fads of the 
day, but in the end we turn back to the 
old merry-go-round of love, and pur true 
pleasure we find pnly there. 

Oh, merry-gp-round of Calafatti, ph, 
merry-go-round of love, how dreary were 
life if we did not have you ! 
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